ACT II
SCENE : Laura's Drawing-room.

TIME :    Three   weeks   later.   About four   in   ike
afternoon.

A pnttj room with French windows leading on to a
garden. A door in the back of the wall R. and another
in the centre of the L. wall. Fireplace in C. of R.
wall. At right angles to it a long low chesterfield^
L. cf winch is a small armchair, facing the fire.
Belou: the door left a writing-table R.C. The room
is prettily furnished with pleasant cretonnes.

When the curtain rises, SIMMONS is sitting at the
desk L., correcting exercises. LAURA is curled up in
the corner of the chesterfield. SIMMONS smokes a pipe.

SIMMONS (working) : Oh? dear ! Fool ! Ah, I
thought that would catch him. There, done.
(He rises.)

LAURA : Bad papers, Frank ?

SIMMONS : No worse than usual, I suppose. I
have long ceased to expect brilliance, but I do
at least hope for intelligence* Vainly, nine times
out of ten. They learn the stuff parrot-wise.
They never make the slightest attempt to under-
stand it. You have only to set a question in ever
so slightly unfamiliar a form, and it catches
them at once.

LAURA : I sometimes wonder if men become
schoolmasters for the joy of catching boys in

exam-papers.

SIMMONS ; They well might if it gives them any
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